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A LOOK ROUND 


OR the second time, a solemn and public celebration of the Birthday Festival 
E come and gone. For various reasons, this has inevitably drawn attention to 
Toc H in the larger world, and there have not been wanting some within the family 
who see danger in so much limelight thrown on what is after all, numerically, still a 
small society. Yet no harm is done if we do not, by too high-sounding phrases, 
suggest the promise of more than we can perform. Enthusiasm, like ambition, may 
“ o’erleap itself ” and come to earth with an unexpected bump. Without losing the 
vision of what we may come to be, let us not pretend to be anything but what we are. 


QO far, there is good sense in asking : “Are your feet firm ?” Otherwise, as I use 
\_Jmine mainly for progression, I am not in love with the metaphor. I felt, at the 
Conference, what Peter Monie, judging from his summing up, may have felt too, 
that with these catch-words was wanting a third: “Are your minds aćtive? ” In 
other words, do we know where we are going, and why we do what we do? This 
pledge to study and learn, included in “ The Four Points ’—how many carry it out ? 
If it is ignored, your hands may be busy, but they may be busy blundering. ‘The pre- 
war Youth, with all its failings, was, I think, trying to study social problems system- 
atically. Upon it came the Germans and their War, and it was nearly wiped out. The 
shortage of workers Toc H is trying to make good, but there is an even greater 
shortage of learners. The Howarths, Rowntrees, Beveridges, St. George Heaths, 
and Alec Patersons of that time did something more than tie bowlines and run clubs. 
Is Toc H going to try and fill this gap, and listen to those who try ? Forin many ways 
England is, to put it mildly, not yet out of the mess, and it is Science, and not Politics, 
that will get her out. 


| F by firm feet is meant feet orthodox, I know not how to describe my own pedicu- 
Å lar infirmities. To all the historic heresies I am guilty of I add one of my own, for 
I have a vision of a time when, however shocking the idea may now appear, people 
will come to see the virtue of a dynamic, or moving, as contrasted with a Static, or 
fixed, theology. So I may be prejudiced when I urge you not to exclude your heretics, 
though that has been the historic, if not time-honoured, method, for if the Spirit of 
Christ is alive to-day, it is because that Spirit has transcended the boundaries of all 
the Churches, and is catholic in the only sense of Universal. 


I 


N this matter, I often think of one I knew in the war, a Public School boy, who 
came many thousands of miles across the sea to save you from Hunnery. Fle was 
no saint, but must be reckoned among the sinners. Yet I saw him rush out from an 
officers’ mess and shake hands beneath the window witha tou ghish-looking private, 
who, he explained later, had been with him “ in the ranks.” Lalso saw him, when, in 
Hospital, a V.A.D. flinched for a moment from dressing the sores of a patient with 
Desert Rash, jump out of bed and take her duty. Nothing heroic, but the kind of 
unselfishness in small things that matter, which is harder than some V.C. efforts. His 
last letter to me ended with, “ I love my Platoon.” Except ona very liberal reading of 
your “ basis ”? he would have been excluded from Toc H, had he lived. He died of 


malaria, caught in Salonika, and I think we shall have to get to Heaven, somchow, if 
we are to see him face to face. Jo. .B: 


HUS much of Private Judgment. What follows is ex cathedra, editorial, and in- 

fallible. First, subscribers get with this issue a little surprise which the Editor, 
with secret aid from Tubby, has been keeping very dark—a portrait of the “ Gen.,” 
to go, with the JOURNAL, round the world, and cheer his many “ children,” who will 
put it in a passe-partout frame and treasure it as it deserves. Knowledge of his 
Jubilee got out so late that the Party had to be a strictly family affair; just Mark 1, 
a few ex-Wardens, Mus., Mrs. Mus., Tubby, and, of course, the Genus Gen. No 
need to describe the night, except to say that never has Mark I been more like a real 
Toc H Family than it was that night, as it sat round and amused itself on its own, 
with some splendid “ turns,” grave and gay, from “ Shi,” and féted the one and only 
“Gen.,”? who himself sang a great song, “I couldnt help but laugh.” Later, as we 
finished our cups at the Coffee Stall, the “‘Gen.’s” voice rang out sharply : “ Fall in!” 
and we did, and he moved us off home aż the double, with Major “ Shi” as un-paid 
Lance-Corporal in rear to kick up the stragglers. 


WN a letter to Tubby, Sir James Barric, who came while convalescent to take part 

in the Festival, regrets he is too much behind with his own work to help us again 
just yet, and adds : “ I enjoyed my evening at the Guildhall immensely, and thought 
the whole thing most impressive. All heartiest good wishes to Toc H.” Besides our 
thanks to our guests, we are once more very grateful indecd to the Lord Mayor for 


allowing us the Guildhall, and to the Duke of Westminster for his renewed hospi- 
tality at Grosvenor House. 


ERE are two extra@ts from Edmund Street’s last letters. The photos have 
F recently arrived from Toronto, and will be framed and placed under the 
Sword Rest in All Hallows. “ Iam very well and am often sensible of the responsi- 
bility my continued well-being carries with it. Itis a big one, when one has time to 
reflect on it, and one needs lots of help to try and live up to it. ... I simply hope to 
keep on doing my job over here, and doing it as well as possible—and the rest is in 


the hands of the Almighty. Much love from your loving brother—Ted.” 
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T WO revised reprints, T/e Lamp of Toc H and The Foundations of Toc H, and 
A also Journat Sub. Forms are now available for distribution gratis. There are 
also ready copies of the Service Paper, 16 pages, containing, besides the Festival Ser- 
vice, a collection of Toc H prayers and hymns for various occasions, which all 
Branches should obtain in bulk, and many will Jike to have for private use. It isa 
finely-printed booklet. The price is 3¢. cach, postage extra. All orders for such 
publications should be sent to The Registrar, at H.Q. Of “ Journat Binders” 
more next month. 


HE Christmas puzzle sentences read thus : (1) More space between King and 
and, and and, and Queen. (2) Smith, where Jones had had had, had had had 
had: had had had pleased the Professor most. 


SOME COMING EVENTS 
JANUARY 1§ Mark II: Dr. Cyril Wilson on “ Nerves.” 


s 16 Mark I: H. G. Wickham on “ Police Work on the North- 
West Frontier of India.” 

a 17 Mark Il: F. J. Adkins, Lantern Lecture : “ The New Map of 
Europe.” 

Fe 19 New Barnet: Toc H v. “Aquarius” (A.F.A. Cup). 


Liverpool Branch: Annual Supper, St. George’s Restaurant, 
Red Cross St., 7.30 p.m. Tickets 2/6, from Secretary (seep. 31). 


y 25 Hull: Tubby at THE OPENING OF MARK X. 
ink 26-27 Mark VIII: Sheffield, Northern Conference. 
n 29 Mark III: Miss Stevenson on “Children’s Rescue 
Work.” 
ee 30 Mark I: Mr. MacIver on “ The Kensington Housing In- 
vestigation.” 
5 31 Mark IL: W. G. Constable on “ The Social Importance of 
ATES 
FEBRUARY Tubby at Opening Meeting of CROYDON TOC H. 


I 
5 MarkII: Rev. A. R. Gardner on “ Science and the Criminal.” 
6 MarkI: Pat Leonard on “ The Toc H Mission.” 
" 7 Mark II: The Rev. Tom Pym, D.S.O. (White Cross). 
7-9 Manchester Bazaar. 
14 Mark II: Sir Bruce Porter on “ Mesopotamia” (Lantern 
Lecture). 
sA 14 Mark VII: A. R. Pelly on “ Copec.” 
zo MarkI: A. Weiner (Zionist Organisation), Lantern Lecture : 
“ The British Mandate for Palestine and the Zionist Move- 
ment.” 
+, 27 Mark I: Col. Ronald Campbell on “Physical Training in 
Forcign Countries.” 
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A NOTE ON THE FESTIVAL COMMUNION 
IS teply to a number of inquiries, the passage from Wesley’s Journal then 

quoted, runs as follows, under the year 1740. 

“ At our Parish Church was such a sight as, I believe, was never seen there 
before ; several hundred Communicants, from whose very faces one might judge 
that they indeed sought Him that was crucified.” 

In numbers, All Hallows in all its age-long story had certainly never before 
contained over six hundred Communicants, of whom more than five hundred were 
men. And who, that was present, could ever forget the spirit that made us one, and 


that bound us no less to our seventy brethren assembled in Bishopsgate Street 
Chapel ? P-B. Q; 


OUR BATTLE ORDER FOR MARCH 


r-T SHE Mission, planned and prayed for, opens on March 1. Its daytime work is 
I now extended to include most of the East City Deanery, with the cordial co- 

operation of the Parishes concerned. Details are available from the Porch Room. 
In the evenings, the work will go forward through all the London Houses, 

Branches and Groups. Man-power is now allocated as follows :— 

Pat Leonard (Manchester), Mark I; and at St. Olave’s, Hart Street. 

Oogaf (R. H. Royle, Brum.), Mark IL; and Tower Hill. 

Hugh Sawbridge (Leicester), Mark JIT; and at All Hallows. 

Henry Hawkins (Bristol), Mark VII; and at St. Botolph’s, Aldgate. 

Lionel Meade (Southampton), Mark XIII; and at St. Botolph’s, Aldgate. 

Alec Birkmire (Halifax), Toc H Sports Club ; and various special work. 

Gilbert Williams (Sheffield), other Branches; and at St. Dunstan’s-in-the-East. 

Ted Talbot, the Chief Missioner, will have his daytime stance at All Hallows, and 
hopes to visit at night each London Branch in turn. Each House Team will, we thus 
hope, be able to hold two special guest nights in the ten days, one for their own 
Missioner and one for Ted Talbot or Alec Birkmire. To these guest nights, their 
Club Leaders, etc., will eagerly be invited. 

No one who is in kinship of spirit with Toc H need have any qualms about the 
Mission. It will be, beyond doubt, the happiest fortnight in the history of Toc H in 
London. The Houses, for the first time in their career, will have each a resident 
Padre, solely set on helping them “ to build bravely ” and to deepen and extend their 
powers of service and influence. Between now and then there 1s much spade-work 
to be shared between us all. Tom Savage, now honorary secretary of the London 
Federation, is also acting as Chief of Staff for the Mission in the Houses and Branches. 
Rev. G. A. Hope is his opposite number for the daytime work entrusted to Toc H 
in the East City. The address of both is Interpreter’s House, 7 Tower Hill, E.C.3. 


P. B. @ 
THE TOC H FAMILY 


A GOOD many of the family beyond the circle of their immediate “ Mark” 

will join in our congratulations to C. H. Mahalski (Chas. H.) on his recent 

engagement, and to Mr. and Mrs. Shorto on the birth of their daughter, whose 
christening at All Hallows was well attended by members of “ her ” Branch. 
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WHAT TURNS MY HAIR GREY 


A PEEP INTO THE PORCH ROOM POST 


nee people never know their luck, and complain when they get no letters in 
the morning. Here are some samples of what I get. There are letters like these 
most mornings—and more, and more, and morc. 


I.—NOT MUCH ICE ABOUT THIS ! 
“ Younoware.” 
My dear old Tub-Tnb, 

It’s not much use looking at the signature. Probably you can’t put a face to my 
name, or a name to my face so far; but we met—you’ll remember—at a guest- 
night or field day or something in that jolly old House you got going in London. It 
was about three months ago, and a thundering fine chap was talking some very good 
stuff after supper. I’ve been rather pushed for time since, and have lost the traéts you 
gave me, but Pd like some more, please, out of the same bin. To save you going on 
the rocks, I enclose my sub.* ; so that’s that, and don’t make a beast of yourself with 
the change. Pll be up in town in about a fortnight and mean to blow in on you some- 
where, and disturb your solitude. Mind you keep a bed aired for me, in case Pm 
stranded. 

Yours till we meet, and perhaps afterwards, 


T. A. 


II.—WITH FOREIGN STAMPS : BLESS HIM ! 


“Same address as before” t 
My dear Tubby, 

When you aren’t taking a nap, or playing it, you might roll round and see a few 
things for me. It will keep you out of mischief, old lad, anyhow. First, there’s my 
JOURNAL, or, rather, where is it? I left England in June, and perhaps they haven’t 
got my new address, or my sub. is overdue. But I didn’t think old Mus would 
cut up crusty, like a hello! girl, ora chutney-livered uncle.{ Then you’ll remember 
that chap I wanted you to ropein ; a bright child we called Joy-stick in the Squadron. 
His real name is Smith, and he kills flies from 10 till 5 at Lloyds, in the City. You 
might get busy with him, will you ? He murmured something about moving, but I 
fancy he’s still there.§ Tell Mus not to get the wind up about my sub., which will 
come in the nick of time to save him. 

Sunny days from 
ARCHIE. 

P.S.—When you’ve nobbled Smith, sit down, point the pen to the shoulder, and 

write me a long screed.—c/o The Bank will always find me, 


* No P.O. in the envelope, most times !—T. 

+ This habit is one of the most evil legacies from the war.—T, 

$ Evidently meant for me—well, what of it?—Ed. 

§ On a par with a message I was once asked, while on leave, to deliver to Jim Jackson, who was 
e driving a cart in France” IT. 
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1II.—THE CLERICAL AGENCY CONCEPTION 
(a daily item) 
The Reétory, 
Dampling-over-\Wallop, 
Loamshire. 
Dear Sir, 

Lam told by ——, a young man who is a member of my flock, that you would 
probably be glad to know of a good opening for one of the young men whom Iam 
told you are training for Holy Orders. Iam told that there is now some difficulty 
in obtaining curates, and I should dislike the idea of advertising what is none the 
less a pressing need in the Parish. I should like a young man, preferably with some 
military decoration, unmarried, an abstainer, without the tobacco habit (if possible), 
good with men and boys, musical, of course—we have a tradition to maintain and 
a paid choir—a scholar, but sound on all points of doétrine, not /oo advanced, and, 
of course not Modernist. He must, of course, have had the advantages of a good 
social upbringing ; I should prefer an Old Louisian, as I was there myself. He will 
havea small salary, buta thoroughly good training, anda happy home. My wife and 
I would be glad to see him on a preliminary visit next Fridav. 

Yours faithfully, 
THOMAS TINTERN, Recor. 
P.S.—The climate is bracing. 
P.P.S.—E.P., of course, since I came here in 773. 


A NOTE TO THIS LAST: IN ALL SERIOUSNESS 
The a€tual position is, of course, that since the National Assembly shut down the 
old Prison at Knutsford, the brave adventure continues only on a tiny scale in the 
new School. By 1927, the Church of England will be faced with the worst shortage 
of man-power it has ever experienced. From this Porch file only, a hundred 
Parish Clergy could be re-inforced to-morrow, but the candidates aren’t there. So 
far as I know, it is the one profession which is grossly understocked. TUBBY. 


THE “GEN.” 

PT AHOSE who still have stowed away somewhere the “ Tales of Talbot House” 
will find in the chapter dealing with the staff of the original House a fuller 
character-sketch of Pte. A. Pettifer, No. 239 The Buffs, than can be ventured here. 
The deterrent cause is that the “ Gen.” subscribes to the JOURNAL, and reads it 
from cover to cover long after “ lights out ” in his damp snuggery in Mark I base- 
ment—so we daren’t risk singeing his ears. Only oblique references can therefore 
be made, after the manner of Dr. Watson, to “ The Sad Case of the Australian Emi- 
grant and the Home and Colonial Stores,” to “ The Matter of the Deaf Mute on 
April Fools’ Day,” to “ The Desperate Affair of Cyril’s Restaurant and the Military 
Medal Ensuing,” and to the “ Spiritual Genealogy traceable back to Sancho Panza 

by way of Mr. Sam Weller, Junior.” 
Those who read more recently, in the Annual Report for 1922, the scenes in 
Poperinghe and Red Lion Square, set out so amazingly by Barkis, will find that while 


one character in them is idealised beyond recognition, the Pettifer they portray is 
precisely the same person as may be scen by all and sundry standing to his never- 
ending task in Mark I with indefatigable bonhomie. 

Last autumn was held his Birthday Festival, when he reached his fifty up, and, in 
company with Mrs. Gen. and the two rising Brigadiers, was forcibly set down by 
Mark I to a State Banquet, with speeches, songs, and a loving cup to follow; and, 
latex again, a cheque and an inscribed half-hunter. Perhaps it may be fair to follow, 
foto voce, the career of the cheque as it is found in “ The True Story of the General, the 
Lay-Vigure, and the Parson in the Blue Trench Coat? 

Since a certain trip to Gravesend in 1921, an unscemly clergyman, in whose 
welfare Pettifer is humanely interested, had been minus a trench coat of his own. 
Though this was not a deficiency which weighed upon the clergyman too heavily, 
the Gen. must have brooded on it silently, and, shortly after his Birthday, asked 
darkly for an appointment with the said clergyman in the neighbourhood of 
Victoria, When the assignation was accomplished, a bee-line was made for one of 
those farewell shops, where the returning leave train could equip itself with any 
india-rubber emergency from a folding bath to an indestructible dog-ball. 

Here there was set in the window a very fine figure of a man clad in a Navy Blue 
Trench Coat with a detachable lining. With no more explanation than—“ Here we 
are, Sir! Me and Mrs. Gen. have been looking everywhere, and this is the one 
weve chosen for you ”—I was bundled into the shop, and my ridiculous measure- 
ments taken in a trice. How the General took complete command of the situation, 
ordered two name-plates for coat and lining, stood over the young gentleman who 
wrote it down and over the young lady who summed it up, my eyes were not clear 
enough to behold. How he declined to leave without a written receipt for the cash 
(Oh, Gen., half your whole Birthday cheque !), how, this secured, he covered his 
retreat skilfully with scraps of homely philosophy and human insight, which must 
be some of the bons wars of Victoria by now, I must not try to tell. Ask “ Shi,” who 
came to see fair play. 

Can you wonder that I am glad to get a little of my own back herc, and that my 
joy was full at the Guildhall, when H.R.H., who had evidently made a mental note 
of the Gen.’s position carly on, well-nigh leapt to shake hands with him on the way 
off the platform. The old staccato strains, which had just ceased, came back to me 
then in an echo, as something like this : 


God save the genns “ GEN.” 
God save our Mrs. Gen., 

God save our Gen ! 
Then there’s the Brigadiers, 
Who’ll never “ flap their ears,”* 
Secing they’re Buffs, and heirs 

Of Grand Old Gen. 

‘TUBBY 
*A favourite phrase of contumely with the Gen. 


TOC H DRAMA LEAGUE 


BIRTHDAY PRODUCTION OF JOHN GALsworTHy’s 
The Skin Game 


WT was a bold thing for the re-started Drama League to choose this play for their 

debut, as those best realise who know the play well. In amateur hands it may well 
have missed fire, to the prejudice of both players and a powerful play by the hand of 
one of the dozen writers of our time of whom onc is always inclined to use the over- 
worn word “ great.” On the day, the first scene was a pleasant surprise. One 
whispered “ Hobbs is good,” “Nobbs is all right,” and so on, but soon we must have 
forgotten all about them, for suddenly I found myself, with those round me, 
thinking, once more, what a fine play it all is. The best had happened. It had “ got 
across.” Play and players need no higher compliment. 

It is, indeed, a fine play, and as it unfolded the choice of it was justified, for it has 
much of the Toc H spirit. The folly and waste of mere bitterness and blind strife 
happen to be favourite “ motifs” with Galsworthy, who, while free from the 
hollow fraud of pacifism, is rightly said to have an almost Chaucerian sense of pity. 
Like Chaucer, too, he is very English, and fond of facts, so that his emotional appeal 
is more than mere sentiment, and his people, unlike the shadows of the high-brows, 
are real, even ordinary, and very like ourselves. 


If you do not know the plot and cannot see the play, get a copy of the text. With- 
out the verbal wit of Shaw or the fantasy of Barrie and Milne, Galsworthy has all 
their sense of the theatre, and withal a Stevensonian firmness and cleanness of style. 
The plays are a treat to see and also a delight to read, and they are accessible. It is 
your fault if you miss them. 

The fact that we lost the players in the play speaks for itself. If any are to be men- 
tioned by name it should be the ladies, especially Miss Gardner and Miss Lunn, for 
really fine work, and of the “ mere men,” Edward Chapman and J. Stuart Bull, 
because, good or ill, they make or mar this play, and all were first rate. For the rest, 
there was no tail ; a feature of the whole was the excellent “ ensemble,” which also 
means fine work by the producer, Mr. Godfrey Downing. For criticism, let a few 
suggestions be substituted. Chapman’s “ Hornblower” would be even more 
powerful if he passed more slowly from the half reasonable to the full“ Skin Game ” 
attitude, as, in fact, Anstey as “ Charles” did do, with excellent effect. Next, I con- 
fess I like my villains black, and our “ Strangers ”? were, to the eye, much too honest 
for the cross-roads. Then let the elder Hillcrists look their dramatic age, please. 

Miss Malone, as Mrs. Jackman, carefully made up as one that had been here, man 
and boy, these umpteen years, but Dunkley, an excellent Jackman, missed this, and 
seemed a little young for the case. Unless there is textual support I doubt if Chloe 
should have a cockney accent, or rather the trace of one, for Miss Lunn, perhaps 
purposely, was not consistent. Russell Cook, who made a great hit in the auction, 


was a bit too comic, if, as I think, we should be on the stretch all the time during the 
sale. 
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It would bea great pity if the present company were not urged to repeat the pert- 
formance often. The loss of even a few members might spoil it, so use them while 
youcan. Many who saw them will go again, and those who couldn’t will make sure 
next time. Lastly, a word for the Programme, worthily and tastefully printed, for 
which the honours are divided between The Pelican Press and 


The Editor. 
DRAMA LEAGUE AND CONCERT PARTY NOTES 


cle TE services of both Drama League and Concert Party can be booked by any 
J member who is anxious to help a club or charity financially by the proceeds 
of a performance. Certain preliminary expenses must be guaranteed, the nature 
of which will be explained on inquiry to the Entertainments Secretary at 123 St. 
George’s Square, S.W.1. 

The Entertainments Sub-Committee wishes to extend its heartiest thanks to the 
cast of “ The Skin Game ” for help so willingly given, especially to the ladies and to 
the producer, Mr. Godfrey Downing—who drilled the company for more than 
twenty rehearsals with indefatigable zcal—and to all who helped to make the 
venture worthy of Toc H. Ble Sos akc 


THE CENTRAL EXECUTIVE 


PY SHERE was not much business of general interest at the December Meeting. 

i It was reported that the Rev. Gilbert Williams had accepted the Sheffield 
Chaplaincy and would commence work on February 1, and also that the Bishop of 
Shetheld had approved of his appointment. 

The Guard of the Lamp put forward a proposal that two distinct categories of 
Lamps should be recognised, namely :— 

1. A Brancu Lamp, to be held by all bodies of Toc H members recognised by 
the Central Exccutive as ordinary Branches under the terms of the Charter. 

2, A“ SYMBOLIC ” Lamp, granted to other bodies than Branches (e.g., Schools) as 
a Symbol of aims in common with Toc H, but not used in the ordinary way as at 
Branch Meetings. The Guard decided that no such Lamp should be granted to any 
body outside Toc H unless a member of Toc H connected with that body would 
undertake responsibility for its custody and maintenance, all such Lamps to be 
under review annually and subjcé to recall if the Guard so decided. 

The Executive approved, on the understanding that such Lamps were to be 
bestowed only when there was good reason for believing that they would be used as 
Symbols of aims in common with Toc H. It was decided that one of these Lamps 
should be granted to Gibraltar, Sir Charles Monro (Commander-in-Chief and Gover- 
nor of Gibraltar) having undertaken to be responsible for it. 

The Elections to the new Central Council are to be held in January. Circulars are 
being sent to all Branches, and voting papers are also being sent from Headquarters 
to the members of the London General Branch and the Country General Branch. 
Will all Branches please note that it will be a very great convenience if copies of any 
Resolutions they may wish to bring before the Council in April are sent to me not 
later than the end of February. P. W. M. 
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THE SPORTS CLUB 


ji, was a happy accident that enabled the Soccer Club to play in the 2nd Round of 
the A.F.A. Senior Cup on the Toc H Birthday, and as the team seems to be very 
much in the limelight lately, perhaps it would be of interest to many if a bricf history 
of the life of the Soccer Club were given. 

In the early days of 1920, Stuart Sheppard, who is now the Hon. General Secretary 
of the Soccer Seétion, asked me whether I had any interest in the game, and on re- 
ceiving the expected reply, said, “ What about it?” This question was all very well, 
butas I hada fairly good imitation of a C 3 limp at that time, it looked rather difficult. 
Sheppard could play football, and I had played once upon a time, so the Toc H 
Soccer Club came into being with one and a half players. 

The members of the team in that first season will forgive me for saying that we 
really carried on until the last match of the season before our playing strength rose 
from one and a half to seven players. 

We can often smile over those days now, but at the time we were desperate men 
indeed. The “ Pioncers ” used to pick up their bags at noon on Saturday and say 
unto each other, “ This afternoon we do battle with the ‘ Linseed Lancers’ and must 
colleét a team.” And that was how it was done. In our first season we played about 
12 matches (we carefully lost the official records), won 1 and lost 11, scored 10 
goals, and had 90 scored against us. The second season we played 26, won 12, lost 12, 
and drew 2, scored 66 goals and had an equal number scored against us. Last season 
we were much Stronger ; in 38 matches played, we won 26, drew 6, lost 4, and 
scored 126 goals to 6o against. 

We have to thank many members for their very active assistance, but as space is 
limited, their names cannot be mentioned this time. 

Now to the Cup Match. The Old Malvernians came to town with an unbeaten 
record, and as “ Bunny ” Farnfield was unable to play for us we felt rather dubious 
of success. However, we started briskly, and within thirty seconds Geoffrey Farn- 
field had scored a goal and seven minutes later T. L. Cornelius scored the second. 
The Old Malvernians then began to get busy and explained how it was that they had 
not been beaten this season, but the Toc H defence was on its best behaviour. There 
were many exciting moments before the end of the game, but when the final whistle 
blew Toc H had won a great game by 4—3. 

The following XI represented Toc H, and every one of them rose to his job :— 

W. J. Musters ; A. Webb and S. S. Scott; T. H. Lyttle, T. B. Angliss and F. G. 
Cawsey ; W. F. Lewis, C. Thompson, T. L. Cornelius, G. G. Farnfield and J. D. 
O’Kelly. r 

The next round of the Cup takes place on January 19 at New Barnet, kick-off at 
2.45 p.m. We have long been expecting a big shock, and this time we have got it, 
for we are drawn against the holders—Aquarius—who are one of the finest A.F.A. 
sides in the country. Like true optimists, we hope for the best, but expect the worst. 

We hope that crowds of London Members will make an effort to catch the 1.33 
train from King’s Cross to New Barnet, taking the precaution to book a “ day 

return ” ticket. W. J: M. 
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THE BIRTHDAY FESTIVAL OF 1923 
I.—Te Giving OF THANKS 


H IE Church ot All Hallows, Barking-by-the-Tower, which has seen so many 
! things, terrible or joyful, in the history of England, never housed a more 
single-hearted congregation than that which gave thanks for Toc H on December 15. 
A larger congregation it can never have housed—thanks to Tubby’s arithmetic, 
which is notorious for its triumph over the dull limits of time and space. The 
church provides seats for 300 people (which was about 280 too many not so long 
ago), and, therefore, the odd 700 on this occasion had to stand: “ to stand,” said 
the service-paper, “* is the attitude of Early Christian Thanksgiving—hundreds will 
have no choice.” And so they stood so thick that it is doubtful whether the histori- 
cally poor church mouse found room on the stones for its four fect, or caught any 
glimpse at all of what went forward. It was a little disappointing that Tubby’s 
sudden inspiration—about posting the choir on the roof and breaking the clerestory 
windows to adinit its voices in angel-chorus—had to be abandoned, but perhaps the 
spectacle of Boy Scouts banked nearly up to the vaulting, and of the kindly news- 
paper men pecring over a wall trom a grand-stand in the vestry, provided some 
compensation, Some of the varied colour and much of the continual cager life of 
All Hallows in an earlier age—as Henry Newbolt paints it in his novel “ New June” 
are returning to the guild-church of Toc H, and this new-old beauty will surely 
continue more and more to flower there. 

The “ Birthday Giving of Thanks ” began, as was right, with singing, and music 
—tive hymns and a psalm—took a large place in it throughout. This gave oppor- 
tunity for the one criticism of that splendid hour: Toc H has yet to learn what 
musicians call “ attack ” and the full grandeur of hundreds of men singing with 
an inexorable swing in unison. Branch by Branch, Toc H must learn not merely to 
shout, but gloriously to sing. Among its own songs it will grow to make the most of 
Tubby’s inspired Birthday Hymn, which was sung at this service for the first time. 

All the prayer of thanksgiving was concentrated in one “ bidding prayer,” so 
unconventional in its form as to be a nightmare to the stern liturgiologist (what a 
name !), but in every line expressing the aspiration of Toc H, betraying the hand of 
the writer all of us would choose, and spoken by the familiar voices of our Padres 
in succession, Each section of it was summed up in one petition of the Lord’s 
Prayer, repeated by the deep voice of the whole packed congregation. Probably 
many heard with a special thankfulness the voice, in his turn, of Alec Birkmire, for 
it would have been supremely odd if our first Free Church Padre had not been 
allowed at such a time and in such a place to lead our prayers among the rest. 

THE CASKET AND THE SWORD 

With the singing of the Birthday Hymn, a procession, strange in its contrast of 
dress, moved out from the centre towards the Chapel of Cceur-de-Lion, in the 
North-eastern corner. Two figures we should specially have welcomed were absent 
from the ranks ; one was Cawley, of Canada, the other the Bishop of London, the 
first withheld by distance, the second by ill-health. As it was, the Bishop of Willesden, 
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splendid in cope and mitre, conduéted the Prince of Wales, heraldically “ proper ” 
in Toc H blazer and tie, to the ceremony of dedicating casket and sword “ to the 
honour and glory of Almighty God and in memory of His servants, the Elder 
Brethren of this Household.” The casket, which encloses the Prince’s Lamp, ever- 
burning on the tomb of Sir John Croke, has been much discussed and long-expeéted, 
but probably members were scarcely prepared for the jewelled beauty of Alec 
Smithers’ creation in bronze and coloured enamel and painted glass which was re- 
vealed when the Prince drew the curtain aside. On the carved screen, which flanks 
the other side of the sanctuary (as it is soon to become) of Ceeur-de-Lion’s Chapel, 
the Prince set the naked sword of Edmund Street in its bronze rest. His words 
penetrated with a thrilling clearness to every part of the church—-“ Let us thank- 
fully remember our Elder Brethren and try, with God’s help, to do our duty.” 
Written words also remain there for always—beneath the Lamp— 
TRUE LOVE BY LIFE, TRUE LOVE BY DEATH IS TRIED; 
LIVE THOU FOR ENGLAND, WE FOR ENGLAND DIED. 
and on the base, whereon rests the hilt of the sword,— 
THEN SAID MR. VALIANT FOR TRUTH: “MY SWORD I 
LEAVE TO HIM THAT SHALL SUCCEED ME IN MY PILGRIMAGE.” 
Apt messages, surely; messages of cheer and challenge. 


It may be that those who lead Toc H or serve in it will come back often, in 
moments of weariness or doubt, to this shrine of the unquenched Lamp and the 
uplifted Sword, there to find again the vision which cloud will often cover but 
cannot destroy. For the mood of thanksgiving passes, and the working day ofa 
growing society like ours has its dangers of common-place success, as Dick 
Sheppard reminded us in the closing address that night. It is no little service 
which these outward and visible signs can render to Toc H—the silver lamp with 


its token of spiritual light, and the unrusted sword, symbol of the spirit in action 
in a grandly dangerous world. 


IH.—DRILL-HALL AND GUILDHALL 

Interlude for supper at the London Rifle Brigade Drill-hall. The scene was 
roughly supposed to represent “ London at night,” a favourite subject of melo- 
drama treated with average faithfulness to fact. That is to say, the result was a 
discreet hybrid of Petticoat Lane and Mayfair, with the Prince of Wales exchanging 
cigarettes and the Duke of Devonshire eating sandwiches at a coftee-stall—little 
touches without which none of the best plays in the Melville tradition are voted 
life-like by connoisseurs of the drama. 

The Festival, begun so movingly in All Hallows, was then taken up again on a 
secular stage—if that be a true description (and we doubt it) of the Guildhall during 
this evening. The Guildhall itself, than which no more magnificent setting for 
a pageant can be found in London, was more than full by about as much as it was 
less than full in 1922. The faét that it was Saturday night explains this in part; the 
growth of Toc H during twelve months explains still more ; the moral is that Toc H 
has definitely outgrown the Guildhall altogether. It is unhappily certain that fully 
a quarter of the audience heard and saw but snatches of what took place. 
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While the band of the Welsh Guarc 
the gallery, and the great crowd fought its way good-humouredly into place, a 


guard—the standards of Poperinghe and Ypres, which came “ down stage ” to the 
music of T/pperary. It is a pity that the 1,500 who sang the chorus in the hall could 
not also hear that deep-throated echo, so moving to those on the platform, from 
the waiting Lamp-parties which picked it up outside: it was as though an answer 
came from the marching men of years ago. And then the column did, indeed, 
begin to march, Branch by Branch, forty parties of three men each, across the stage. 
As each party passed the standards of the two Old Houses, the standard of the 
Branch was raised high in a Roman salute, and as it reached the Prince, seated in the 
centre, cach party paused and slowly bowed. So they marched past to music and 
applause, and descending the steps to the floor of the hall, ranged themselves in an 
unbroken line along the north and south walls. After the Branches came the schools, 
bearing their Lamps ; in spite of the difficulties (for this was the last week-end of the 
Christmas term) half the schools were represented, and some came from as far as 
Yorkshire and Devon. 
THE SPEECHES 

The scene was set and the speeches began. First, as was fitting, Toc H was able to 
greet its host, the City of London, in the person of the Lord Mayor, who rose, 
resplendent in scarlet and gold, to bid it welcome to the Guildhall. Next the Duke 
of Devonshire, as one of its presidents, rapidly reviewed the progress of a great 
yeatr—for 1923, if members will take all things into account, was a great year not 
only in the widening but the deepening of Toc H. And then the Prince stood up, so 
slight and straight a young man’s figure, facing as great a company of young men as 
any since the War, and almost bafHed by their long-drawn greeting. What he said 
must be given in his own words, heard with ease by everyone in the hall. 

“| know that you don’t expect a formal speech from me this evening, and lam 
certainly not going to spoil this birthday party for you or for myself by making 
one, but ‘ Tubby ’ Clayton has insisted on my saying a few words. I only wish I 
could have given the job to one of our latest recruits, Sir James Barrie. (Cheers.) 
First of all, let me congratulate the Toc H Soccer team on winning the second 
round of the A.F.A. Cup this afternoon. (Cheers.) The Duke of Devonshire has 
told you something of the amazing developments of Toc H since we met in this 
hall a year ago—the influx of the younger generation in active membership ; the 
co-operation of the schools ; the growth of groups, branches and houses ; the 
appointment of the first Free Church Padre ; the hope of authoritative action by 
the Church of Scotland in the same direction; and the full-fledged branch at 
Buenos Aires. 
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“ These are great things, worthy of the sacred origins of Toc H, and I join with 
the Duke in thanking all those who have made possible such achievements. Toc H 
is built from the first on sacrifice, and in sacrifice only can go forward. Charaéter- 
istic of its best spirit have been the anonymous gift of £6,000 for the frechold 
of Mark VII, and the gift of the new House at Salford, and the gift of the 
Brothers’ House at Kennington. (Cheers.) ] cannot imagine a method of 
memorial more practical or permanent than that the names of the dead 
should thus be household words, held high by generation after genera- 
tion of lads coming up to work in our big unfriendly cities ; and I plead with those 
who still can do such things to regard Toc H as a very fruitful field for their self- 
sacrificing sympathy. Twenty more endowed chaplaincies of various denomina- 
tions would put Toc H on an entirely different footing. Thanks to the many who 
are able to serve it voluntarily—chief among them Mr. Peter Monic, the honorary 
general secretary—headquarters (in spite of all the growth) cost even less this 
year than last. Another reason may possibly be the fact that the work of running 
the accounts and all that sort of thing has been taken out of ‘ Tubby ’ Clayton’s 
hands. (Laughter.) 1 don’t think figures are his strongest point. 

“ I have seen a little of Toc H this year in the provinces, so little that I am afraid 
it is hardly noticeable, but I hada very pleasant evening at Birmingham. J have 
met the members of the Sheffield branch, and I was welcomed by the Winnipeg 
branch about two months ago. (Cheers.) 1 was sorry not to have seen anything of 
our friends in Montreal, but the fact that the second branch has been established in 
Canada most certainly shows our foundations over in the great Dominion are very 
well and truly laid, and I think we can expect something from Australia and South 
Africa in the near future, and the establishment of a branch at Buenos Aires proves 
that our movement is launching out beyond the British Empire. As Toc H grows— 
and I think it is growing very fast—the service of its members must grow deeper. It 
is no longer a one-man show. It is a great society, and has a claim to courage and 
comradeship from us all, as did the Great War. We must spread its spirit fearlessly 
far and wide, and the Toc H spirit is one that is wanted very badly in this country to- 
day, and will be wanted in the future. (Hear, hear.) I know that all our members are 
living up to this splendidly, and they must also be ready to back up the 
“jobmasters ” of their branches, and take any fence that he puts them at. (Cheers.) 
No one can do everything, but we can all do something, and if more people got the 
habit of unselfishness this world would be a very different and a very much better 
place. On an evening such as this, Toc H’s birthday party, the movement, its 
origin, and all that it has come to stand for, seem to us all, and I can certainly say 


seem to me, a very real thing indeed. I wish Toc H and all its members the very 
best of luck for 1924.” (Cheers.) 


LAMP-LIGHTING AND SILENCE 


Up till this point the new Branches had maintained a most modest demeanour; 
indeed, only those at the very back of the Guildhall can have known of their place 
of concealment behind the gallery screen. John Hollis gave the order, and at once 
there appeared the head of the double column, simultancously on either side of the 
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hall, making its way with difficulty along the overflowing gangways towards the 
platform. It was a dramatic momentas the bright green standards of 1923, wreathed 
with laurel, began to defile past the dark purple standards of 1922 which lined their 
route. The fifteen new Lamps mounted the stage, in pairs from right and left, 
advanced to the Prince, received their light from his taper, and passed behind him 
to their places on the platform. There was a special cheer from the hall for the last 
pair—Buenos Aires and Montreal. This done, it was the turn of the old Lamps to 
renew their light. Sir Charles Harington (we call him “ Tim ” when we shout for 
him) and Sir James Barrie—one an old member of Toc H and the other a very new 
but much-honoured recruit—stepped from their places on the stage, took light for 
their tapers from the Prince, and made the slow grand tour of the hall, one on either 
side, to kindle the fifty lamps of Branches and Schools. So was the Guildhall ringed 
with lights. Perhaps to some a page from the Legend of Montrose may have been 
brought to mind—the English lord’s wager about his candlesticks and his acknow- 
ledgment of defeat when confronted with the living candlesticks provided by his 
Scottish host, even a hundred tremendous Highlanders—flaming torch in one hand, 
drawn claymore in the other—who lined the hall at supper-time. It is to be confi- 
dently held that the living candlesticks of Toc H are no idle show. 

All the Lamps alight, all other lights lowered. The familiar words of remem- 
brance spoken by Tim Harington. The long-drawn distant Last Poff, which brings 
back the years gone and the unforgettable faces. That deep silence into which is 
packed the past, the living moment and the time to come; broken at last by the 
Startling sound of Reveille and the triumphant vows of Blake’s Jerusalem, and the 
return of brilliant light. Thus, once again, was the central Silence kept. 

And then Lord Grey of Fallodon, our guest of the evening, delivered the lucid, 
sincere, hopeful speech which we expected of him. Class-consciousness, bred by the 
distresses of our post-war world, is the enemy, and the gospel of Toc H the answer— 
comradeship in place of hatred, service instead of self-seeking. When he sat down 
the shout “ We want Tim Harington!” arose and grew until it had finally to be 
satisfied. The varied programme of the evening was over—except for that unofficial 
but inevitable finale of Rogerum. With Tubby on his feet, all restraint vanished. He 
charged head-first into the old marching song of Toc H, and the Welsh Guards 
gallantly tried to catch him up. If they never quite succeeded, they gave him at 
least an opening for a good jest between the verses, heard only by the platform and 
the front rows of seats—“ the singers go before, the minstrels follow after.” Last 
of all the National Anthem stentoriously sung, a thousand and one good-nights, and 
we scattered homewards in a flood across the sleepy City. 


Ill. THE FESTIVAL COMMUNION 


The quictest place in the world is the City on Sunday morning ; by contrast 
with the weck’s day and night trafic, the noise and haste of the warfare for 
wages, the City on this one morning is more quiet than the bare top of the Downs. 
The offices are empty even of sleepers, the streets are open and clean. The tide runs 
up soundlessly between the sleeping ships in the Pool and under the Tower Walls ; 
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the gtey Tower gives no sign. It would scarcely be a wonder if a lark rose and sang 
above the smutty trees on Tower Hill. This can have been no quicter place eight 
centuries ago, when All Hallows, “ Berkynge-churche,” was building. 

All the church within seemed full of light. The sunless winter morning outside 
was turned to silver in passing through those many windows. The walls newly- 
washed, and the honest marble-work of the monuments (restored to light but a few 
days since out of the sooty crust of centuries), made the mere fabric of the church to 
come alive, the very Stones cried out. Life was in every part of it. Every bench was 
crowded and many must have stood in the open spaces and knelt on the stones. 
“ Lift up your hearts ! ”—none of us needed thus to be summoned, secing that we 
were moved by no indolent light-heartedness but by the most active quality of joy. 
Joy spoke in familiar voices to us—in Tubby’s rich voice from the sanctuary and in 
Sawbones’ reading of the Epistle and Pat’s of the Gospel. These were but inter- 
preters for us of things that scarcely needed words and could not be bound by them. 

The utter stillness of the moments of Consecration was succeeded by a most 
moving sound—the slow march of Goo men. They moved forward in two un- 
broken columns, the one up the centre towards the Carpenter’s Bench, hung round 
with the old rich-red curtains and lighted with the candlesticks from the Upper 
Room of Poperinghe, the other up the north aisle to the Chapel of Cecur-de-Lion 
and the improvised Table between the Prince’s Lamp in its shining casket and 
Edmund Street’s uplifted sword. And as they went they sang— 

«Thou, O Christ, art all I want, 
More than all in Thee I find.” 


* * + 4 * 


Beyond doubt this was the greatest hour of the Birthday Festival to many who 
were there. No man can chronicle the procession of his feelings, remembrances and 
desires at such a time; Still less can he presume to guess at anything which passes 
in the secret heart of his neighbour. Some of the thoughts which come, unbidden, 
to one mind may well seem to another inconsequent and strange, but as a tiny part of 
the corporate mind of such a gathering they belong to the sum of truth. As the slow 
double procession began to advance with singing, this phrase was spoken in the 
mind of one of those present—“ the draft going up the line.” In the incalculable 
instant before these words had given place to other thoughts a picture out of memory 
had been printed, vivid as though no years had passed between. A steep, muddy 
parade-ground at Harfleur on a soaking winter night, the shuffle of feet and shine of 
wet equipment, a sharp word, and then the steady tramping in the mud—the draft 
going up the line. As the head of the column reaches the gate of the camp men 
break into singing : by the gate-post stands an old, beloved padre, reaching out a 
hand time after time, to passing hands in the dark—“ So long, Jim... God bless 
you, lad.” So they passed, Goo men in a slow procession, to stop the big gaps in 
broken regiments, to take upon them whatever service might be set, to meet the 
unknown, to try the impossible, perhaps, without a doubt, in many cases, to join 
our own Elder Brethren: so they passed, singing—the draft going up the line. In 


the fifth year of “ peace ” (the thought ran on in one mind, probably in many, in All 
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Hallows that morning) big gaps remain unfilled in the ranks which have fought and 
passed on. The service is set for their successors, some of it simple as day and 
already in hand, some of it unknown or seeming impossible, and yet to be tried if a 
war is to be won. 

So the Goo, part of a still larger reserve not present in the Church on Sunday, 
moved, singing, up the aisles. Up these very aisles, it may well be, Caeur-de-Lion’s 
men marched and sang long ago as they came to draw upon Strength for their 
Crusade. For Toc H a draft going up the line—no other Strength is offered or 
needed. PEB 


Note: A mere impression of the Rev. F. R. Barrys Festival Sermon on Sunday would not do justice to 
sofinca thing, Weare therefore asking him tobe his own reporter in a later number of the Journal.—Ead. 


THE MEANING OF THE BIRTHDAY 


if ae H tells its story to the world, but its secret it hardly dares to speak of, even 
A in the most intimate of its meetings. Yet it has a secret, which is its very own 
(and everyone clse’s who will know it), a secret just as old as the Love of God and 
just as new. Already Toc H knows this better than it did last year. Its heart is 
more in the house of its treasure, and compared with that its failures matter as little 
as its successes. 

Mr. Punch said of the Old House that it brought a corner of heaven into the hell 
of men’s and officers’ lives. Toc H is trying to bring a corner of heaven into the 
lives of men to-day, and, first of all, into the lives of its own members. For it is only 
as we ourselves learn what heaven is that we can help others to find it. “ It is of the 
essence of this blessed State,” said Beatrice to Dante as she began to teach him the 
meaning of heaven, “ that we hold ourselves within the Divine Will. As we do this, 
all our wills are themselves made one. And that we are like this, from house to house 
within the realm of heaven, brings joy to all the realm, and to the King, who draws 
all our wills to what He pleases, and whose will is our peace.” 

The secret of Toc [ is that we are trying to make ourselves one family, with one 
will among us all, and that will the will of Him whom we seek to serve. Weare too 
weak to do by ourselves what we all must do, to conquer ourselves that we may 
fight to conquer hate. We can only hope to do it together. In the great moments of 
our corporate life we learn together a little of the meaning of life. We grasp to- 
gether fora time the fa& that the key of heaven is complete surrender to the will of 
God. We sce together—be it for a moment only—the meaning of sacrifice, the 
meaning of the Cross. We know that there is no other way whereby men might be 
saved but the way of the Cross; that there is none now. 

The great moments pass, and yet they remain. We shall fail again, all of us, we 
shall again be foolish and weak and wrong ; but no man who has seen God can ever 
be quite the same again. So we go back to our work and our fun and our jobs. But 
all that was best in the birthday abides with us. If, as we are pledged, we will listen 
for the voice of God, if we will strive to know His will, and to do it fearlessly— 
surely He will keep our eyes open, our feet firmand our hands full, surely His peace 
shall garrison our hearts. P W. M. 
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THE BIRTHDAY CONFERENCE 
Gia, Lave ide for) 

YT was in the Hall of the London Rifle Brigade, where, the night before, we had 

had our Coffee Stall Supper, that the Conference was held on the afternoon of 
Sunday, December 16. The Chairman, Alec Paterson, opened with a brief and im- 
pressive address, in which, after emphasising the importance of the religious basis 
and origin.of Toc H, he put before the Conference two questions, as catch-words, or 
head-lines, for discussion: “Are your feet firm? Are your hands busy ? ” 

Unfortunately, the method followed, of calling on various speakers at a moment’s 
notice, and practically compelling them to speak ex tempore, and under a meagre 
time limit, almost reduced the Conference to a farce. One after another they were 
hustled to the platform, where some spent half their time trying to think of some- 
thing to say, and the rest in apologies, or a repetition of “ Branch News.” All of 
them, if allowed to get up in their own good time, would have developed, naturally, 
a real discussion, and considering the distances they had come to do so, the way they 
were thus balked was deplorable. It is one of the things which, certainly, can be 
better done next time. 

From time to time, some who were less upset by this procedure than others threw 
out suggestions for fresh fields of service which may, with luck, bear fruit, if givena 
wider publicity. Here, then, are a few of them. 


CLUBS ror UNEMPLOYED YOUTHS 


Mitchelmore, of Exeter, supported later by Beresford Ingram, of Mark NIJ, 
pointed out that most Labour Exchanges included a juvenile department, whose 
officials would fall on the necks of Toc H members who offered to run a club for the 
juveniles on their books, youths whose “ present state, morally and physically, is,” 
as Ingram said, “a menace to society as well as to themselves.” Moreover, the 
officials would, in most cases, gladly lend a room for club purposes free. 


Ex-Service HOSPITAL CASES 


When the Ministry of Pensions saw that the Ministry of Labour was getting work 
out of Toc H it would get busy, Mitchelmore believed, and welcome Toc H mem- 
bers who would read to the ex-Service patients under treatment or take them to the 
cinema, or for motor rides in the summer—the cost of which would be paid by the 
authorities. 

YOUNG Ex-PRISONERS AND PROBATIONERS 


This field, indicated by several speakers, is evidently one which may see some in- 
teresting developments in the future, especially as it offers possibilities of useful 
service to members who, by age or temperament or any other cause, feel unfitted for 
Boys’ Club Work. Beresford Ingram gave instances to show how very precarious is 
the moral as well as the material outlook of the delinquent just released from gaol, 
and how frequent and easy the return thither of many who would win through if they 
had, even for a short while, the helping hand and personal sympathy of a pal and 
brother such as Toc H could provide. W. R. Goodman, of Leicester, who claimed, 
18 


ea a, 


amid laughter, that he had been known to the police in more senses than one, but had 
stepped almost direct from probationer to a worker among probationers and thence 
to Probation Officer, emphasised the need of catching the lads young, and pre- 
venting, if possible, their getting into gaol at all. “ What we want to save,” he said, 
“is the young life. It is the young life that matters.” And he told how, a little while 
ago, While he was talking to an old offender of 72—who had been sent to him on the 
chance that he could do what another term in gaol might not—another case, a lad 
of 11 this time, was brought into the room, “The old man sat listening while I talked 
to the boy, and when I had finished he said, ‘Take notice, my boy, of what has been 
told you. Had I taken the advice which has been given to you, it would have saved 
me forty years’ imprisonment,’ and then, turning to me, he said, ‘There, Sir, you’ve 
got the raw material at 11, and here’s the finished article at 70. ?” W. R. Goodman 
went on to say that he was sure there was not a Probation Officer in the country who 
would not welcome any help that was offered him. Other speakers agreed that this 
Was a great opportunity for Toc H, and “Mac,” of Sheffield, recommended a book, 
Them that Fall, by Robert Holmes (Blackwood, 55.), as one that every member 
should read and every Branch possess in its Library. 


ENGLISH COLONIES IN FOREIGN CITIES 

R. H. Shorto, of Mark I, who had deputised as delegate for the new Buenos Aires 
Branch at the Guildhall Ceremony, spoke on the importance of the pioneer work 
thus well begun in South America. He had been in Buenos Aires before the war, and 
it was from there that he came over to join up. “ As most people know, it is a place 
with an unsavoury reputation. Every year hundreds of young Englishmen go out 
there from the home country to work in the commercial houses in the city. They live 
in diggings, mostly with foreign families, and they get very homesick.... I imagine 
Toc H will have tremendous support from the English Colony there, and from 
English people in the Argentine generally, and there are other big cities in South 
America, such as Santiago and Rio, with big colonics of Englishmen, where Toc H 
would be a welcome boon.” Shorto also urged the London membership to realise 
the advantage they had in being close to the heart of Toc H and All Hallows, and 
therefore to be more sympathetic and understanding with the difficulties Toc H 
members were up against in the provinces. 


OLD Boys’ CLUBS FOR ELEMENTARY SCHOOLS 

Every one knows the difficulty of doing something for boys of the ages between 
16 and 18, and the Orp Boys’ Crus, which catches—or holds—the elementary 
school boy as he leaves school at 14, is an interesting experiment in the value of a 
continuity of tradition. Beresford Ingram spoke of these Clubs as something which 
Toc H should take up, and mentioned the splendid start in this direction already 
made by Mark VII. It is part ofa scattered but gallant attempt to liberalise the English 
elementary school, and those who are ready to try to start such Old Boys’ Clubs 
will find many Headmasters, especially those of the younger generation, only too 
glad of an activity which helps to prevent that depressing collapse of the educative 
efforts of the elementary schools which occurs when the boys go out from them, 
just at the age when the Public School boy is getting broken in. (Note: There are 
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far-reaching possibilities in this. At present, not only does the primary school boy 
leave just when the school might make something of him, but even while he is there 
he belongs to a place which, except in the rarest cases, is without a name, let alone a 
tradition. The County Council—or whoever it is—names our strects, but leaves the 
schools with a bare map reference, though many have already produced sons 
worthy to give a name to them, and the rest might find one from local, or London, 
or national history. Perhaps as these Old Boys’ Clubs develop they will not be 
content with Bread Street School, let us say, but insist on a “ John Milton School ” 
which knows something ofits own Story, and even boasts a coat of arms and colours 
ofits own... . (This hobby horse from the editorial stable must be excused a little run 
round.) Ingram incidentally threw out a tentative suggestion for a Toc H School. 


ONE OR Two PROBLEMS 


George Marlborough (Wimbledon) spoke of his work with a Cadet Battalion, 
which consisted mainly of boys from Hoxton and Shoreditch, with a Company of 
Secondary School boys. The two types mixed upon equal terms. Quite 70% of the 
Shoreditch and Hoxton lads were pure gold. Recently Toc H had got known in the 
Battalion, and he took some parties to the London Houses. From that time interest 
in Toc H increased, and some of the lads thought Toc Ha fine thing, and wanted to 
join, but the Shoreditch and Hoxton lads were silent. He found in the end that the 
reason was, they enjoyed their visit well cnough, but somchow or other they felt 
distin@ly out of their depth and they were shy of joining. Now these people had 
their own contribution to make, and he urged the London Branches, in the coming 
year, to tackle seriously the problem of getting such fellows into the family. 

W. J. Leonard (Huddersfield), in a deeply moving little speech, spoke of the 
spiritual stir that was affecting all sorts and conditions of men up and down the 
country. Here and now was a great testing time, and our success or failure depended 
not so much on material things as on the measure of our effort towards social service 
in the true Toc H spirit in which all kinds of men were united in tasks that trans- 
cended their differences. “ 1f Dives and Lazarus,” he said, “ had only got to know 
each other, the world would have been poorer by a song (‘Rogerum’), but richer by 
a great experience.” 

In winding up the Conference, Tubby underlined some of the points made by 
Shorto and Marlborough, told us not to allow ourselves to be jockeyed out of our 
hilarity, for by laughter and joy a brotherhood were rescued from the self-centred 
care or conceit of the isolated worker; and in reply toa suggestion of the Chairman 
that we should adopt a kind of five years’ silence, questioned how many of us would 
have been there if such a policy had been pursucd in the last four years. He waxed 
polysyllabic on the danger of Branches increasing so fast that their members ceased 
to know each other. A family at such a Stage ceases to be a family, and he could not 
imagine any one but King Solomon who did not know his own children. Any 
family that did not know its own members was plainly becoming polygamous— 
by which you will gather that Tubby was in very good form, and so said all of us. 
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YPRES, 1923 


(An account of a pilgrimage made to Ypres last August by a party of cadets, amongst whom 
mas a member of Toc FL.) 


ames a a Meee bEE SUES 
Among the lights that gleam and pass, 
You'll live to follow none more pure 
Than that which glows on yonder brass. 
t Qui procul hinc, the legend’s writ, 
The frontier-grave is far away— 

“ Qui ante diem periit : 

Sed miles, sed pro patria.’ ” 


ney is a symbol. The years pass by and the war is fast becoming a tragedy 
A but dimly remembered. Yet the magic of the name of Ypres Still abides, and 
in that name is seen a torch to lighten the way to paths of higher service and nobler 
sacrifice. 

Some little time ago some members of a well-known Cadet Battalion asked if it 
would be possible for them to visit the Ypres Salient and see for themselves that 
spot which, though now greatly changed, is still “ for ever England.” Permission 
was sought and readily given, and armed with the necessary papers, we set out from 
camp one fine August morning on our pilgrimage. 

After a joyously adventurous journey, throughout which we were shown every 
courtesy by the authorities, we detrained at Ypres and were met by that good 
friend of all pilgrims, Capt. Parminter, who at once conducted us to our bullets, 
which were to be under the kindly roof of “ Skindles,” of celebrated fame. Here the 
first operation was to remove the dirt and grime of travel. Then we attacked our 
first Belgian dinner. An attack carried out in no uncertain manner, all objectives 
being taken with the utmost case. 

Dinner over, we strolled along the town walls as far as the Lille Gate. After 
peering into the large dug-outs where brigade and battalion headquarters used to 
be so snugly ensconced, not to forget the famous Cinema, we passed on through 
the Gate along to Shrapnel Corner and the farms beyond. It was a bright, clear 
night, and in spite of the intervening years, in spite of the new buildings all around, 
with their bright red roofs clearly outlined in the moonlight, the air seemed heavy 
with the memories of those stricken years. But the poignancy of those moments 
seemed, somehow, to be tempered with an indefinable feeling of hope. Was the 
great “cloud of witnesses ” whispering encouragement? I wonder. However, 
we were no mere sentimentalists, and turning our faces once more towards the walls 
of Ypres, we marched back into the town. 

Next morning, after having discovered that the railway station did not sell 
stamps but that the Post Office did, and that the Post Office did not send telegrams 
but that the station did, we set off to view the Cloth Hall and Cathedral. As the 
Cloth Hall was hidden by stalls and roundabouts, which had been set up in the Grande 
Place in conneétion with a big féte, and the Cathedral was in the hands of workmen 
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busily erecting a new temple to the glory of God on the spot where the old historic 
shrine once stood, we did not spend long over our inspection, but quickly passed 
on to the Menin Gate. Then we marched along the Menin Road to Hell Fire Corner. 
Here there now stands a monument marking the spot nearest to Ypres which the 
Bosche reached in 1918. Continuing along the Menin Road as far as Birr Cross- 
roads, we struck off to the right through Sanctuary Wood—Still untouched—then 
along the Canadian Memorial Road, to the south of Stirling Castle with its big 
German dug-outs. Although years have now elapsed since the guns first ceased their 
daily hate, we discovered some gruesome relics of those awful years, in the shape of 
human bones lying by the roadside. Forcing our way through the long tangled 
grass, occasionally disappearing into hidden shell-holes, we at length reached Hill 
60, now crowned with a monument to the Queen Victoria Rifles. Thence we pressed 
on to Canal Bank, near the Bluff Dug-outs and Spoil Bank. Here on top of the em- 
bankment, completely hidden by the long grass and broom which grows all around 
in tangled confusion, we halted to replenish the inner man. For, as is well known, an 
army marches upon its stomach. Then, clambering down the steep bank to the 
slimy, muddy canal, we crossed over by means of a plank to the other side. But 
having climbed up the farther bank, we could find no way down into the fields 
beyond. After one or two unsuccessful efforts which always seemed to bring us up 
against tumbled-in dug-outs which effectively barred our progress, we were forced 
to turn west along the canal bank as far as the St. Eloi road. We now made our way 
to Voormizeele and there, in a beautiful little cemetery hidden away at the far end of 
the village, we paid our tribute to the Salient in the name of our Battalion. Nothing 
formal, nothing ostentatious. Walking along to the far end of that beautiful God’s 
acre, bright with many flowers yet restful with its cool, grassy paths, we halted in 
front of the great Cross of Sacrifice. There, with bowed heads, we remembered in 
silence our Elder Brethren and consecrated ourselves to the ideals for which they 
died. Then were spoken those glorious lines : 


“ They shall grow not old, as we that are left grow old: 
Age shall not weary them, nor the years condemn. 
At the going down of the sun and in the morning 
We will remember them.” 


That was all. Saluting the Cross, we left the cemetery and made our way into 
Kemmel village. There was no time to climb the famous hill, but the historic spots 
of that corner of the Salient were pointed out. We then boarded the curious little 
“tramway ” which runs to Ypres. The engine-driver seemed to be aware of the 
importance of the occasion, for at every house we passed and every person we over- 
took, he blew a strident blast on the whistle. Thus, toan accompaniment of unearthly 
shrieks, so frequent as to make almost one continual din, we returned in triumph to 
Ypres. 

That evening, a few of the party were fortunate enough to get to Poperinghe, 
and still more fortunate in being allowed to enter the old original Toc H. It was, 
indeed, a memorable moment to be in the old House once again, under circum- 
Stances so diflerent, yet so much in keeping with all the House stands for. Then out 
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into the night we went, along that famous road to Ypres, passing the crucifix of 
Vlamertinghe—which, when all else was razed to the ground, stood solitarily ereét, 
a symbol of unquenchable hope—on past Goldfish Chateau, treading the way that 
was to so many a Via Dolorosa. 

Next morning, we said farewell to Ypres and to our kindly friends who had made 
our stay so comfortable. At Ostend we met with the same kindness that we had re- 
ceived before. No irritating customs officers to dodge, no wearisome passport 
officials to placate. Arrived at the quayside we found that the boat we were to 
return by was the same which had brought us over two days previously. Once 
again a portion of the main-deck was roped off for us and a cabin set aside for our 
use. Dover reached, the customs officials refrained from troubling us, and we were 
soon in Dover Square. Here an omnibus arrived at the psychological moment, and 
a kindly omnibus inspector keeping the crowd back, which had been waiting for 
some time, I fear, we were enabled to complete our journey without delay. And so, 
as the Diarist says, to camp. 

Thus ended a pilgrimage which will live long in memory. Permeating all was 
that feeling of jollity, of good fun, of kindliness, which is so essentially of Toc H. 
Neither were deeper things forgotten. The Salient and all that it stands for, the 
sacrifice which it cost, the comradeship which it drew forth, were realised afresh. 
Our Elder Brothers passing, have lit a torch whose bright Hame our duty it is to 
guard and cherish. i 


“ To you from failing hands we throw 
The torch ; be yours to hold it high. 
If ye break faith with us who die, 
We shall not sleep, though poppies grow 
In Flanders fields.” 
G. M. 


THE RULE AND THE ROAD 


OME time ago, there appeared in onc paper at least, an account of a speech made 

by the old Christian Chief Khama in the Bechuanaland Protectorate, which 
struck a note that might well be resonant in young England. These were the words he 
spoke to his tribe: “ To the young men I say. Depart from disputes: think like 
men: seck to know the road: let your hearts depart from drink and the heathen 
ceremonies : get to know the true knowledge of marriage, that it is an oath before 
God. May God bless you white people, and my people.” 

“ When he had finished,” so the report goes on, “an old man sprang to his 
feet, and burst into a torrent of eloquence in praise of his Chief. But none could 
understand. The language was too archaic.” But the Chief’s counsel was good, none 
the less; and Toc H might look long before it found a better code of conduct. 
“ Depart from disputes. Think like men. Seek to know the road.” Surely it is the 
self-same road which now invites us, too narrow for the quarrelsome, but barely 
wide for those that march abreast. TUBBY 
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CHINA 


AKE no mistake. This note has nothing to do with revolutions, chop- 

Sticks, lacquer, or tea—well, yes, perhaps tea. Itrefers to “china ?’—crockery- 
pots, mugs, and what not, and it is written for the information of those ambitious 
Branches who ate on the verge of establishing “ Marks,” or at any rate headquarters 
of their own. i i 

At this date it is difficult to say to whom the credit of its initiation is due (we 
shrewdly suspect Madre Meade, of Mark V.), but the faa remains that a number of 
Marks are now equipped with china of uniform pattern, bearing a black Toc H 
badge on a white ground—and the effect of a complete outfit of egg-cups, dinner- 
plates, cups, saucers, and gravy boats, each indisputably the property of the Mark oz 
Branch (and not cadged from the local coffee stall), is distinétly pleasing ; and uni- 
versal adoption will add a homely feeling to the temporary sojourn of a Membe= 
from afar. 

Well, now, will any Branch who want china, and have had to reconcile them- 
selves to paying for it, please ask Miss Macfic, the Hon. Secretary of the L. W. H. 
23 Queen’s Gate Gardens, S.W.7, to send along a price list? By the exercise of much 
native ingenuity, Miss Macfie has induced the manufacturers to make a Stock in anti- 
cipation of orders—and she will deal with your inquiries with what the little printer 
round the corner calls “‘ expedition and dispatch.” Prices are quite moderate, anc 
compare favourably with much less attractive goods obtainable elsewhere. 

North Staffs will smile at this, but for the benefit of other Branches, it may be 
worth mentioning that “ the trade ” have a curious habit in measuring plates. They 
appear to quote the size of the fat part of a plate ; but when they describe a dinner- 
plate as 8 inches, they really mean an ordinary dinner-plate, which measures 10 inches 
or so from edge to edge. In other respects, they say what they mean ! 

Marks which are already equipped with china can adopt the method of mos 
of the London houses, and replace breakages by small quantities of this specia 
china, as required. Eventually, in the normal course of events, they will come tc 
treasure the milk jug with blue roses and a pink band—sole relic of the origina 
outht with which they faced the world when newly born. Do SaR 


FROM A LOST SOUL 


SOMEWHERE IN YORKSHIRE 
Dear EDITOR, 

Can you help me? A year ago I migrated to the North, to a wilderness withou 
Branch or Group. For months I expected to be posted by the Registrar to whateve 
Branch contained my aforesaid wilderness. But complete silence he maintained. 

Lask you! How can a modest Cockney choose between the charms of Leeds 
Bradford, Huddersfield, Halifax, Spen Valley, Dewsbury, and what not ? 

Please tell me how I can avoid remaining disconsolately UNATTACHED 

[The report of the Mappin’ and Webbin’ department of the Great General Stat 
at Headquarters is that Dewssury has it. To Dewsbury, then, the disconsolate on 
must address himself ; congratulations to both.—Ep.] 
2d. 


THE CASKET 


HE total contributions from Branches towards the cost of The Casket is still 
M o oon small. It Stands, at the end of the year, at £78 only, against the 
cost—f£350. This means drawing the main cost from the generous and anonymous 
guarantor. However, between now and the actual completion of The Casket, in a 
month’s time, I hope that a number of Branches, Groups, and scattered members 
will make their voluntary colleétions and offerings, and forward them, as a point of 
honour. 
The Delegates have now seen what a wonderful heirloom to Toc H this Casket 
is; and we all owe the deepest gratitude to the designer, Alec Smithers, who, in this 
and many other ways, has given his time and artistry to Toc H. PB ase 


BRANCH NEWS 


A LDERSHOT. It is with a sense of pride that we hail our new Mayor, Alderman H. Ainger, 
í J.P., asa memberof Toc H. We think of him notasa Councillor, Chairman, or Vice-President, 
but as one who, in the steps of progress and popularity, has not despised the choice of his early 
religious convictions, but has held tenaciously to the Church of his boyhood. As a Free Church 
Preacher, Mr. Ainger still upholds the service of Jesus Christ as the noblest and highest ia which 
man can be employed, and we urge all our members to halt and consider and make the great choice. 
We were honoured with his company as a guest at the Birthday Festival, which he thoroughly 
appreciated, The official delegates were E. P. Miles (an original member of the old house in “Pop.”’), 
H. W. Sandy (Hon. Sec. and Treasuret),and G. Coomber. Our party also included our Chairman, 
Col. R. B. Campbell, C.B.E., D.S.O., Padre Drury, Jobmaster Elliott, and Messrs. Goodwin, 
Jarvis, Norris, Stead, Walsh, Burns, Pritchard, Newand Knight. Much credit is due to “Barkis” 
and his Birthday Crew for the splendid way the whole Festival was carried out. Our next Branch 
Meeting will be held at 8 p.m. on Monday, January 21, 1924, in the Parish Hall, Church Lane, 
Aldershot. A le€ture on “ Palestine and the British Mandate ” will be given by Mr. A. D. 


Lewis, of the Zionist Organisation, illustrated by lantern views of Modern Palestine. pee 


BIRMINGHAM: MARK VI. Naturally the Birthday has assumed first place in our thoughts this 
month, and the two dozen local members who attended brought back a store of happy memories. 
When it came to retailing impressions, it was found that the predominant ones were concerned with 
the All Hallows services, and it seems wonderful how soon that fascinating old Church has become 
the spiritual home of Toc H. At least two great nights are worth recording—the one when Alec 
Birkmire, who has the double claim of being a local man and one of the larger family, delivered 
himself on the way Toc H appealed to him, and the other when Hubert S. Mattin, the International 
Scout Commissioner, spoke on that aspe¢t of the Scout’s work. Itis no reflection onany of the other 
guests to say that this meeting easily stood out as one of the best any of us have attended—patent 
sincerity and a moving story of things attempted and achieved gave us a new understanding of the 
potentialities of Scouting. Christmas at Mark VI passed very happily, the family being augmented 
by four Fusiliers who are spending their leave at the House. Weare much indebted to Mrs. Batchelor 
for her provision of festive fare, and since for her generous gift ofa memorial room. Ina few days 
we hope to entertain a party of blind kiddies, and at the clubs, etc., our members are interested in 
other seasonal festivities which are being held. Brum sends its cheeriest New Year wishes to all 
other Branches and Groups. PETER: 
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BRISTOL. MARK IX. On Saturday afternoon, December 29, the hostellers gave a splenda 
little party to thirty fatherless children. The fathers had all been killed in the war. The kiddie 
arrived, singing merrily, in a motor-bus about 4 pip emma. Tea was served at once in the diningga 
room, gaily decorated for the occasion. In the middle of the room a magnificent Christmas-træ 
reached to the ceiling. After a regular party tea, crackers, and toys from the tree, Howell then prove 
himself a past master of the art of organising games and competitions. A prize for the best song w= 
won by a nipper with “ The Sheik of Araby,” accompanied most excellently by another lad, age 
about nine, on the mouth-organ. Bill Lewis dragged himself away from the arduous duties c 
Brigtol’s “‘ Little Theatre ” for a few moments, and arrived just in time to help to lift the roof wit 
“ Yes, we have no bananas,” sung by the whole crowd. A ventriloquial and conjuring performance 
concluded a very cheery, happy afternoon. We Sae 


CAMBRIDGE. It is impossible to write so soon after the Birthday Conference with any othe 
words uppermost in the mind than the two grave questions put by Alec Paterson, and it is likely tha 
in consequence, most Branch communiqués will this month be serious in tone. This Branch, at a 
events, will not be disposed to answer those two questions with a glib afirmative. Some of the dift 
culties of a University Branch were mentioned by your Oxford Correspondent in the Decembe 
JOURNAL ; some were hinted at during the Conference ; and there are others which remain unsaic 
But there are none, we hope, which are insoluble ; and the Birthday week-end cannot fail to hav 
given those who were lucky enough to attend it fresh inspiration for tackling our difficulties. An 
this leads us humbly to urge the Executive that, whatever policy they may adopt on the vexe 
question of “ publicity,” they will do what they can towards giving the “ rank and file” regule 
opportunities of meeting and putting their heads, and their hearts, together. Our last report gax 
an outline of some of the work we are doing. Since then, on the social side, we hada very full mee 
ing, when Jim Butler, late M.P. for the University, was guest of the evening, and led us ably into a 
interesting discussion on “ Adult Education.” Our next “‘ star performance ” is on January 2. 
when the Branch will welcome Sir Owen Seaman, and we are already wondering what room wi 
hold us. On the business side, our intrigue with St. Barnabas Hostels has entered a new phase, an 
we are now hoping to make ourselves completely responsible fora pilgrimage to the War Graves: 
the summer. This is mainly a financial problem—the personal service is assured—and as suc 
needs careful handling. But a sudden brain-wave of our good friend Bowes (nothing exception 
in this, you will understand !) has already given us a good start, and we shall be disappointed if v 
do not enable at least 100 pilgrims to make the longed-for journcy. Gi Vex 


CHELTENHAM. This ancient foundation still comes on. We have not set the Chelt on fire y6 
but we’re still striking matches. The Boys’ Club is doing good work three nights a week. C 
January 9 we are giving the boysafeed and sing-song. Every Saturday one of us goes to St. Martir 
Hospital and takes a man out. We arc also still taking an active part in helping run the Cripple 
Aid Association. Now we have been asked to detail a member to serve on the Play Centres Su 
Committee, and hope to be actively helping here before long. Some of us were too old and some t 
lame to find our way down to the St. Peter’s room for our fortnightly meetings, so we have migrat 
back to the centre of things, and now have our meetings over the Jobmastex’s Studio in the Pros 
enade. We have acquired chairs and things and hope soon to be busy with distemper and stain. N 
had a very successful Supper to celebrate our third birthday on November 13. Tubby was the 
Rotary sent their chairman, and the Police, St. Martin’s, and St. Dunstan’s were all represents 
Tubby had preached the previous night in College Chapel at the Wonderful Armistice Day Ce 
brations, and a contingent of Toc H was there, at the invitation of the College, to help entertain t 
ex-Service men of Cheltenham. There’s a lot of hard work in front of us during 1924; witht 
help of the Carpenter and His bench, and in the name of our Elder Brethren, let’s get on with it] 
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COLCHESTER. We wish H.Q., all Branches and Groups a Happy and Prosperous New Year. 
Ourattention during the month of December was chiefly drawn to the Birthday Festival in London, 
and those of our members (twelve in number) who came along were very much taken with the im- 
Pressiveness of the ceremonies and the grand organisation of that most eventful week-end. We 
were delighted that several members from our allied pals’ St. George’s Club, who had recently 
joined Toc H, came along with us. Thanks to Mark III for housing us all for the week-end. At 


* Christmas we formed a party of Toc H Carol Singers, and sang in the Streets on the four nights pre- 


ceding Christmis Day. We collested on behalf of the Mayor’s Unemployment Fund. The colleétion 
was very gratifying to all who took part. Our thanks are due to Miss Pracd and Sam Renton for 
taking the solos, and to Miss Shepherd for her continuous duty at the harmonium. Tt was a treat 
to seeso many Toc H tea helpers at the Poor Children’s Breakfast on Christmas morning, organised 
by St. George’s Club. We enjoyed our own Christmas much more, after assisting to feed the 
youngsters. Mr. W. A. Curzoa-Siggers came along to one of our Guest Nights, and gave us a very 


t interesting lecture on “ The Eaglish Courts of Justice,” which was appreciated by all. 


DERBY. The Branch is really very much more wide awake than its somewhat spasmodic contri- 
butions to the Journat would suggest, Owing to various circumStances and persons not to be 
recounted here, we have three months’ news to get off our ample chest. We will begin with O&tober 
26. On that date our watchword was: “ Oa with the dance ; let joy be unrefined!” And it was 
so. The result was a profit of approximately £24. Of this, £15 was sent up to H.Q. Two guineas 
was assigned to the Casket Fund. The balance went towards the replenishing of our own somewhat 
empty coffers. We were sorry not to have seen the fair forms of some of our acquaintances of 
Leicester, or friends from more respectible places ; but we trust that they will turn up for the repeat 
performance on February 29—ominous date. Our representatives at the Birthday Party seem to 
have hada great time, and we understand that the Menu of most branches now invariably includes 
Poisson Résurresté—or Tish Balls. We celebrated our own birthday on December 21 by supping at 
the Cavendish, the occasion being marked by a presentation to the retiring Secretary, the faithful 
Grimo. It took the form of an ornamental rather than useful chronometer, of solid tin, complete 
with chain, glass, and hands which will go round when pushed. Mr. Grime replied unsuitably, 
being much overcome—presumably by his supper. The Fire Brigade obliged us by arranging a 
fire for that night, so we are hoping to make it an annual fixture. Book the date now, and poll early 
to avoid Leicester. Dents G. 

HALIFAX. MARK XII. A Prosperous Toc H New Year, evecybody!! Owing to new regula- 
tions and settlement of Secretary in new billet, herewith two months’ news. Noze Secretary’s address 
—Hopwood Hall, Halifax. Oa OSober 31 we were entertained and interested by an outline of the 
aims and objects of P. R. by a local man, Chas. Rathwell. His subjeét, the “ Parliamentary System, 
was well considered and discussed at length. Many of us present felt for the first time that politics 
held an interest quite ignored hitherto. Oa November 14 we were hosts to an ator (?) (on tramp), 
and he was certainly well worth entertaining. We were hosts in a material sense, but he entertained 
us. Oa November 20, Pat o Manchester and Grantibus, together with Birkmire, who is now 
home for keeps, were present, and no remarks are necessary. The opportunity was taken by Pat 
to make Dennis Talbot (son of the Secretary) one of the “ Big Family,” Grantibus and Bud of 
Halifax being sponsors. Jobmaster’s report— Doing nicely.”” Our next job is to be backing a 
bumper Christmas treat for 809 local children of ex-Servicemen. Rovers keen and numbers increas- 
ing, per Rover Mate. For December, hanging on to present jobs is about all we can report. Birth- 
day, Christmas and Hogmanay all in one month is the despair of the Secretary and his programme 
of meetings. Our Appeal is launched, and we are in high hopes of success. House-warming at 
Mark XII, December 31. Report in our next. Mr. Eprror,—Beg to move suspension of Standing 
Orders to ask: Will “ Mello,” S.V.B., please explain in detail meaning of “ Be—blinking— 
Zonian” ? Thanks. t AVEC EM.” 
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HUDDERSFIELD. It may be recalled by some enthusiasts that nearly two years ago Hudder== 
field went en masse to London for “ t Coop,” and gotit, too, though that is by the way. A muc— 
minor attack (in numbers, that is) was made upon the Metropolis by a little party of three in Decen— 
ber last, and though they did not bring back the F.A. Cup with them, they returned with somethin 
which has given a great new incentive to our Branch. Alec Paterson’s challenge to Toc H wam 
passed on at onc of the finest gatherings we have had, and our members are determined to do thes 
utmost that in the testing time they may not be found wanting. Offers rolled up for a Lads’ Clu® 
which badly needs assistance, and we have undertaken the task of helping withan envelope collectiom 
for the Lifeboat Association. Leonard went over the salient points of the Guildhall ceremony ane 
the conference, and Avery and Dicks (our other delegates) weighed in with their experiences. Poo 
Avery’s reception at his “‘ billet ? wasa little damping, but the Northern spirit is not casily quenched 
and eventually he found a hospitable bed at one of the Marks. Dicks and Leonard evidently dis 
appointed their kind host and hostess by not being really fluent in the West Riding dialect. ThougE 
they did their best to oblige, their efforts were not really successful, as one comes from the Wes 
Indies (no, he is not black) and the other from Wales, Next time we must be sure to send rea 
Yorkshiremen, and not mere imported produés. J. W. D 


LEICESTER. MARK XI. Standing on the threshold ofa new year, we are looking forward tc 
afuture bright with promise. The house itself is rapidly assuming more the characteristics of a home 
and less those of an “ institution ” (horrid word !) or club. An elusive and mysterious band o? 
ladies, known to the Branch only by their works, has done yeoman service in the way of adding the 
little feminine touches which make so much difference, and in such a way that the most tendes 
susceptibility of the most crusty bachelor could not be offended. Branch membership Steadily 
increases. Our latest recruit is one “ Tinker,” a wee kitten mascot, which came as a Christmas gifi 
tothe house. He arrived and assumed the full status of member and hosteller in a most unconstitu- 
tional way. The Jobmaster despairs of finding him a job, and, as far as we know, he intends to pay 
neither board nor lodging, as all good hostellers do, nor even the modest annual subscription, yet he 
is assured of admission eventually to full membership. He is so essentially Toc H in spirit, the ver} 
essence of youth and cheerfulness, and a warm friend to all regardless of rank or station. Soon he 
will be sleek and sedate, the homeliest touch ofall, as he purrs on the hearth. That will be his job o! 
service. As we write, our Jobmaster has gone into solitary confinement “ to work out a scheme, 
so very soon there will be such a buzz from his part of the hive as will put to shame the carol party 
now happily disbanded, but retaining a “ cadre strength ” for Christmas, 1924. With “ Queenie’ 
as arch-conspirator, a Rover patrol has been bubbling to the surface during the last month and i 
hoping to be fully established carly in January. Are we expeéted to give our impressions of the mor: 
and more wonderful Birthday Festival? No words could do justice to what we feel. The Festiva 
cannot be described, only experienced, and such impressions as one gets become so inextricabl 
tangled with what one feels most deeply that they never come out again with any sense of com 
pleteness. The Festival does indeed draw aside the curtain from the “ vision glorious ” of th 
future of Toc H. Having breathed the rarer ether, one returns more hopefully to plodding along 1 

the mire, though we agree with “ Pat” Leonard (his way of putting it was more expressive an 
consequently unprintable), that it is our middles that matter most for the moment. His text migk 
serve as our New Year message: More “ what Pat said ” in 1924. 


LONDON. MARK I. With the Birthday Festival came to an end our frst period—not qui 
a full year—as a separate London Branch, and the value of the stimulus of independent status 
appreciable. The number of non-resident members who attend regularly at Guest Nights is rapid. 
growing, but our lists still contain names of members who rarely appear. The first great eventin tk 
newyearis the Missionin March, Pat Leonard, who is posted tous for the whole Mission Week, wW: 
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spend a few days, probably in the first week of February, to get into personal touch with the 
members of the whole Branch. We hope all who can will turn up at the meeting on February 6. 
The Branch is very grateful to those who, since our last letter, have come to us as “ the Expert to 
the Group ” and brought their special contribution to a memorable serics of Wednesday Evening 
Discussions. ‘These honoured guests include Major-Gen. Sir Louis Jackson, A. J. Tassell, J.P. 
(Chief Scouts Commissioner and Assistant County Commissioner for Kent), Lieut.-Gen. Sir 
Charles Harington (fresh from his fine work at Constantinople, with its example of what personal 
contaét, rather than policy, can do for world peace), Dr. Douglas White, and Tubby himself. At the 
conclusion of Scout-Commissioner Tasscll’s address, there followed a tense moment while Tubby 
went through the “‘ 1PISE CEREMONY,” and was solemnly enrolled as a Scout by the Chief Scout’s 
Commissioner. G. R. T. 


LONDON. MARK VII. We are glad the gift of Mark VII to Toc H was mentioned in the 
Prince’s speech at the Guildhall. In the coming year we are resolved to increase our efforts and make 
our humble service worthy of the donor’s gencrosity. During the past month, Mark VII has been 


. undergoing a transformation. The whole house is being redecorated from top to bottom. A new 


bathroom, which was urgently needed, is now being installed, and by midsummer we hope we shall 
be“‘centrally heated ” ! Hostellers are forced by circumstances to travel round the housea good deal, 


- Sleeping in different rooms every few nights, in order not to impede the progress of the repairs. 
: Mosso, one of the pioncers who started Mark VII in November, 1922, must have wondered at the 
; scene when he stayed with us for the week-end of the Birthday Festival. (On the night of his arrival 
"he stayed up till three o’clock in the morning talking with the Warden. Apart from this, he was in 
| quite his old form.) We had many other distinguished visitors during that week-end, and were glad 
_ to welcome members from no fewer than fifteen different provincial branches. From four o’clock 


onwards on Sunday morning, parties of hostellers were to be seen at the railway termini saying 
good-bye to provincial members. The most memorable event of all was the big supper party given 
by Mark VII to the visitors on the Sunday evening. John Ray found that he had to cater for about 
sisty, the largest number he has yet “done for.” The manager of the house canteen was 
kept very busy. To turn to other matters. Hugh Dales was the attraction at our Guest Night on 
December 7, and brought with him a fund of cricketing stories (some of them good old chestnuts, 
too 1). On the following Friday, Mark VII turned up in force at the Jobmaster’s concert in aid of the 
Rhyl Street Boys’ Club. A bright and breezy concert party entertained, members of the Club gave 
displays of boxing, and Tishy’s rendering of a song called “ Cousins ” was the hit of the evening. 
Malcolm Arnott has left us to become warden of Mark III. He has our very best wishes. We are 
glad to hear that he will continue his Scouting activities in the Marylebone area. During the month 
an exhibition of paintings and etchings, the work of a branch member, Phil W. Smith, has been on 
view at Mark VII. It will continue a week or two longer. One picture has been bought and pre- 
sented to Mark XI. The number of little red tabs, stuck on the frames to denote which piftures have 
been sold, is gradually increasing. Two of our members stood as candidates in the General Election. 
Neither was successful, unfortunately, but we hope they will try again, for their services in public 
life are needed urgently, as Tubby pointed out in last month’s JourNAL. You are asked to note that 
guest nights at Mark VII are now being held on Thursdays. To all our Branch and fellow members 


we send out our good wishes for another year of high achievement and good fortune. 
jJ. H.C. & J. W. A. 


NORTHAMPTON. Heartiest congratulations to the organisers and staff of the Birthday Party ; 
from Start to finish it was a great show. Those of us who were lucky enough to be able to attend 
were much impressed by the Conference, it seemed so much more alive than last year. Things for the 
winter here look good. We had an excellent Guest Night on Wednesday, December 12, when 
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Oogaf came over and talked simply splendidly to about fifty or more very representative and jrm 
fluential people, on Toc H and what it is doing. Asa result of this meeting he has been asked t= 
speak to the Rotary Club on January 14, which he is going todo. We are hoping for great things 
from this show in the way of backing and interest. We have a representative on the special con= 
mittee which is working to Start a rest house for unemployed in the town, and we are going to bac 
the scheme for all we are worth. We are also taking over about twenty fatherless boys, who haw 
just left school; in this we are working in conjunétion with the Rotary Club. Through them te 
boys are being found jobs and each member of Toc H will keep in touch with one boy, going to se 
him at intervals, helping him where possible, and generally acting the part of elder brother. We az 
at the moment carefully trying to increase our membership, taking care that we only get those wk 
are willing to take their share. C. E 


WIMBORNE. Our secretary has been to Lunnon to the Birthday Party, endowed with fus 
powers by Wimborne Group, to voice our country opinions at the Congress, but he was not of tH 
Branches, so told his tidings to Headquarters, in great trepidation and humility, after secing th 
glories of Toc H. If space permits, can I explain our idea ? In small old-world towns, witha larg 
agricultural distri, money is scarce amongst the very fellows we want, and the young townie 
don’t carn London wages, so that the annual minimum subscription of 25. 6d. only leaves 6d. pe 
member for our Group Treasurer. A room with coffee and buns, also Guests, is another 15. pe 
month, and most country people will pay their way or Stay away. Some members, more blessed 5 
this world’s goods, help us out, but we must join up more of the Present Generation that Tubby hs 
preached such a sermon about. On our December Guest Night, the Door brought some X-ré 
plates and photographs, and gave us very learned medicine thereon. Quite a good idea! “ X-rs 
Toc H members, and perhaps we should find that ‘ brotherly feeling ’ tucked away in the heart ¢ 
all of them.” Our Secretary has had a very nice letter from Mark I, Canada, with photograph of tk 
House and copy of opening ceremonial, sent by a member whose home is in Darzet, a few mil 
from here. He thinks it would be fine to link the W’s, Winnipeg and Wimborne, and shorten tł 
distance by thought waves and loving greetings. As correspondent to the JOURNAL, I am honoure 
by our Group to write to Winnipeg, with our best wishes, and one of ors hopes to go and see h 
mother. We have the pleasure of entertaining the old folks at the Poor Law Institute this Christm 
time, just a small spoke in the great big wheel. G. M. } 


WORTHING. Our petition to become a Branch having been granted on November 6, wehe 
our first annual general meeting on Tuesday, November 13, and appointed a chairman, sccretar 
padre, and jobmaster, and cleéted five others to complete an executive. Final plans, which ha 
since matured, were made for the Birthday Party, when we received our Lamp, and we were wi 
represented both on the Saturday and Sunday. During the Christmas holidays, we welcomed t] 
Toc H 1st XI on their successful Sussex tour. The game, when Toc H lost to Worthing (2-3); 
reckoned locally as the cleanest and most interesting seen on the ground for manya year. Barkis 
going to address our next meeting, which is on January 15, and we hope to have Major Shine 
Padre Drury, and Prior of Brighton and Hove Juvenile Welfare Committee and Toc H early int 
new year. Bis 
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Mark 


I.—23 Queen’s Gate Gardens, S.W.7 
s I.—(Canada) rr Kennedy St., Winnipeg D 
= Il.—123 St. George’s Square, 5.W.1 PA 
»  II.—148 York Road, London, S.E.1 

»  IV.—Gartness, Victoria Park, Manchester 
H V.—The Firs, Bassett, Southampton 

»  WI.—71 Newhall Street, Birmingham 


a 


TOC H 


VI .— Christ Church Road, Sheffield 
IX.—29 St. Paul’s Road, Clifton 

as X.— Clarendon House, Hull 

i XI —44 Princess Road, Leicester 

» XH.—Shaw Royd, Halifax, Yorks 

Toc H.—Redville, Swindon 


Branches 


(The numbers in brackets refer to the order of foundation) 


Branch 
ALDERSHOT (39) 
Barnet (10) 
BIRMINGHAM (17) 
BLACKBURN (42) 
Braprorp (19) 
BRIGHTON (20) 
BRISTOL (9) 
CAMBRIDGE (4) 


CANTERBURY (35) 
CarpirF (21) 
CHELTENHAM (2) 
COVENTRY (24) 
COLCHESTER (26) 
Deesipe & Disrricr (12) 
Dersy (33) 
Dernam (14) 
Epinaurau (8) 
EXETER (11) 
FARNHAM (30) 
GLascow (23) 
Harirax (31) 
HERTFORD (37) 
HUDDERSFIELD (40) 
HU tt (38) 
ILFORD (47) 
Leeps (46) 
LEICESTER (27) 
LINCOLN (53) 
Livervoor, (18) 
Lonvon (1) 

A. Mark I. 

B. Mark II. 

C. Mark III. 

D. Mark VII. 

E. Bermondsey. 

F. Shadwell. 

G. Kennington. 
NIAIDSTONE (5) 
MANCHESTER (3) 
MIDDLESBROUGH (29) 
NORTHAMPTON (3.4) 
Nortii STAFFORDSHIRE (32) 
NORTHWICH (44) 
Oxrorpb (7) 


PORTSMOUTH (15) 
ROTHERHAM (52) 
SALFORD (54) 
SHEFFIELD (16) 
SLEAFORD (36) 
SOUTHAMPTON (25) 
SPEN VALLEY (22) 


Secretary 
H. W. Sandy, 52 Park Road. 
W. H. Nicklin, 2 Station Terrace, New Barnet. 
F. H. Cureton, Mark VI, 71 Newhall Street. 
E. A. Riley, Woodland Crest, Queen’s Park. 
A. E. Simpson, 209 Parkside Road, West Bowling. 
T.H. Flynn, The College, Brighton. 
Rev. H. J. Hawkins, 34 Clifton Park Road. 
. W. T. Wing, 10 Storey’s Way (General Secretary). 
. P. Clare, St. Catherine’s College (Assistant Secretary) 
. A. G. B. Sugden, Lloyd's Bank (Assistant Secretary). 
. H. Griffin, 7 Monastery Street. 
. Walwyn Jones, 31 Despenser Street. 
. C. Gardner, The Cabin, Prestbury, Glos. 
. Darke, 11 Clara Street. 
7. L. Praed, The Gables, E. Stockwell Street. 
. E. Griffiths, 76 Ash Grove, Shotton. 
. G. Grime, The School, Derby. 
. O. Galley, University College. 


no 


Seol eiie 


Dp 
ES 


. G. Michelmore, 18 Cathedral Yard. 

. A. Hale, 3 Town Hall Buildings. 

. C. Morris, 13 Gibson Street, Hillhead. 

. Whitham, Hopwood Hall. 

n C. Hunt, 39 Port Vale. 

H. Woodcock, c/o Taylor & Jones, Ltd., Honley. 
J. H. Parkinson, Mark X, Clarendon Road. 

L. P. Newson, 45 Windsor Road. 

T.A. Corley, 2 Park Lane. 

Rev. H. F. Sawbridge, Mark XI, 44 Princess Road. 
E. Goodacre, 11 Laceby Street. 

K. C. Barfield, 16 Rutland Avenue, Sefton Park. 


amuas 


G. R. Tamplin, 23 Queen’s Gate Gardens, S.W.7. 
G. S. Dunkley, 123 St. George’s Square, S.W.1. 

F. H. Flower, 148 York Road, S-E.1. 

J. C. Wilton-Anstey, ro Nevern Road, S.W.5. 

T. Angliss, 9 Grange Road, S.E.r. 

J. F. Shaw, 9 Bayley Street, Bedford Square, W.C.:. 


H. R. Morris, Turkey Cottage, Ashford Road. 

A. Foster, Mark IV, Upper Park Road, Victoria Park. 

W. C. England, 20 Bylands Strect. 

J. W. Hudson, 160 Cedar Road. 

S. H. FitzJohn, 197 Campbell Road, Stoke-on-Trent. 

V. A. Boyd, The Beeches, Whitegate. 

G. W. Clarkson, New College (Gen. Secretary). 

G. P. Fisher, Christ Church (Assistant ’Varsity Secretary). 
A. J. Cross, 24 Paradise Square (Assistant Town Secretary). 
S. G. Davies, 65 St. Mary’s Road. 

A. Meakin, 50 Milton Road. 

C. P. Hampson, Wentworth, Ellesmere Park, Eccles. 

W. B. Ball, 2 Victoria Flats, Glossop Road. 

R. Broughton, 61 North Road. 

Rev. L. G. Meade, Mark V, Bassett. 

H. C. Mellor, 5 Highgate Terrace, Highgate Road, Dewsbury. 


Mark WIl.—15 Fitzroy Square, London, W.r 


Mi ] 


STOCKPORT (43) 


Branches—continued 


W. Greaves, 44 Brinksway. 

T. L. Whipp, 226 Ferndale Road. 

W. R. Goodman, 1r Elm Grove. 

S. V. Berwick, 251 Upper Grosvenor Road. 

J. W. Longmire, The Sycamores. 

WOLVERTON (13) W. T. C. Holloway, 183 Church Street. 
WORTHING (45) G. S. Kerswell, 78 Montague Street. 

CANADA— WINNIPEG (28) A. W. Lee, Mark I (C), 11 Kennedy Street. 
MonTtREAL (55) W. H. B. Roberts, 335 Coristine Buildings. 

S. AmerIca—Buexos Aires (50) M. Pulbrook, Depto de Electricidad, Florida 783. 


Groups and Correspondents 


Swinpon (6) 
"TAUNTON (51) 
‘TUNBRIDGE WELLS (48) 
WINDERMERE (49) 


Group Secretary 
BouRNEMOUTH A. E. Gorman, 11 Seamoor Road, Westbourne. 
DewsbuRY J. Gibson, rr Barber Street. 
GATESHEAD C. Kennedy Moore, 4 Ravensworth Terrace. 
GOOLE C. S. Hinsley, 53 Henry Street. 
GOSPORT H. E. Marston, 25 San Diego Road. 
GRANTHAM G. R. Pacey, 17 Union Street. 
HARTLEPOOL H. V. Lund, The Cliffe, Seaton Carew. 
KENSWORTH R. W. Tomlin, Lynch Hill, Kensworth, neir Dunstable. 
LEWISHAM W. McN. Bradshaw, Lewisham Park School, S.E.13. 
NEWCASTLE K. I. Aspinall, 11 Nesham Street. 
NORWICH W. W. Pearson, 8 Orford Hill. 
READING S. W. Brown, Leighton Park School. 
SALISBURY C. M. Oswell, Theological College, The Close. 
SOUTH SHIELDS D. C. Anderson, 40 Garwood Street. 
WIMBORNE C. W. Yard, 2 Station Road. 
WOLVERHAMPTON Rev. H. J. Hall, 31 Nordley Hill, Wednesfield. 
YARMOUTH A. V. Bean, 60 Wolseley Road, Southdown. 


CANADA AND UNITED STATES 
British Cotumoaia, T. Kirkby, Customs, Port of Huntingdon. 
Montreac, W. H. B. Roberts, 335 Coristine Building. 
SASKATCHEWAN, L. G. Anderson, Y.M.C.A., Saskatoon. 
Vancouver, Fred Whitchead, 1141 Hornby Street. 
New York, P. H. Steele, 134 W. Fifty-Eighth Street, N.Y. City. 
PHILADELPHIA, Lewis H. Lukens, junr., 321 Walnut Street. 


NEWFOUNDLAND, Rev. G. H. Maidment, P.O. Box 6, Bonne Bay. 

SOUTH AUSTRALIA, R. G. Threadgold, 17 Henley Beach Road, Mile End. 

WESTERN AUSTRALIA, C. P. Palmer, “ Sunnyside,” Maida Vale, via Guildford. 

New Sourn Wa tes, Basil W. Riley, Fulloona, Burwood, Sydney. 

QueensLtanp. T. Arkell, Hall Street, Aderley, Brisbane. 

Vicroria, Glen L. Beebe, 39 Herbert Strect, Albert Park, Melbourne. 
Wa New ZEALAND, F. D. Hart, c/o W. E. Barnard, P.O. Box 35, Helensville; J. R. Perston, Seatown Heights, 

ellington. 

SouTH AFRICA, Col. J. A. Methuen, D.S.O., Umtali, Southern Rhodesia; H. V. Oldfield, St. Francis 
Mission, Selukwe, Rhodesia. 

British West Arnica, F. Whale, c/o G. Bullivant & Co., Box 144, Lagos. 


Britisu East Arrica, T. M. W. Sheppard, Mau, G.P.O., near Nairobi, Kinia Province; C. L. L. Cole, 
clo G.P.O., Chindi, Nyassaland. 


Ecyrt, H. Knox Shaw, Observatory, Helwan. 

Inpa, H. C. Stagg, clo Macmillan & Co., North Beach Road, Madras; A. McLaren, c/o Duncan Bros. & 
Co., 101 Clive Street, Calcutta; Rev. G. Barne, Lawrence R. M. School, Sanawar, Simla Hills, Punjab. 

CEYLON, R. C. Kerr, c/o Colombo Commercial Co., Colombo. 

France, H. H. H. Hawkins, Chateau de Villebon, par Palaiseau (Seine-et-Oise); A. C. Miles, 92 Ru? 
Marceau, Le Bouscat, Bordeaux. 

Honc Kona, Professor F. Forster, The University, Hong Kong. 

SHANGHAI, Herbert Chambers, c/o G. McBain, 17 Kiangse Road. 

Japan, Rev. J. G. Waller, Nagaro. 

RANGOON, R. A. Quinton, Seamen’s Institute, 5 Strand, Rangoon, Burma. 

Mexico, H. S. Golding, c/o H. E. Bourchier, Apartado 1477, Mexico City. 

Sincapore, R. F. Gunn, Raffles Institution. 

GIBRALTAR, H. Lanchester, E.T.C. Mess. 

Matta, C. H. C. Conway, E.T.C. Mess. 

Jamaica, E. A. L. Martyn, Public Works Department, Kingston. 
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